THE    MEMOIRS    OF
The Jew went to the door and partly opened it, then
suddenly returned to whisper confidentially in his customer's
ear:
*I will give you six hundred and forty pounds for the lot.*
Rashleigh shook his head, and the Jew fairly ran out of
the room and down the stairs.
A few minutes later he returned, as Rashleigh expected
he would do, and concluded the bargain at six hundred and
fifty pounds, paying down Bank of England notes on the
spot, and taking the portmanteau and jewellery with him.
Happy in the consciousness that he had successfully com-
pleted his first big achievement in the new career which he
had learnt in prison, Rashleigh settled down to enjoy the life
of unimaginative dissipation for which he had traded his
honour and his integrity. Theatres, gaming houses and
women soon absorbed the money which such hard bargaining
had won from Jacobs the Jew, and only months had passed
before he found himself again practically penniless. Whilst
he was questing round for some opportunity to renew his
fortunes, he met by chance a girl who had been in the service
of his old employer. In those early days he had had an affair
with her under his employer's i-oof, and he found her ready
to resume it. She told him that she was now in the service
of an elderly gentleman of great wealth in Welbeck Street.
Rashleigh saw his chance, and cultivated her liking for him
with ardour, so that very soon he had gained admittance to
her master's house, where he made love to her while
acquainting himself with all the details he needed to know*
His intention was to break into the house and steal the valu-
able silver, which, he learnt from his paramour, was kept in
the butler's pantry. In a short time he had everything he
needed for his plan of plundering the silver except an accom-
plice, and an accomplice was essential. It almost seemed as
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